distant. And then my high spirits would get th
better of my timidity and another predatory man woul<
confidently construe the laughter in my eyes as th
light of willingness.
I hadn't kept my job with the Regent Street firm
One morning I was summoned down with another gir
to the manager's office. After a fluent preface abom
the state of trade he began to halt. He was very satis-
fieri with our work, we mustn't think that he had any-
thing against our behaviour or efficiency, but the firm
was cutting down staff. We should have to go, and
if we would see the cashier he would give us a week's
pay in lieu of notice. It had been our first post for
both of us, and our dismissal seemed like the end of the
world. The soliS ground had opened at our feet to
reveal the vast waiting pit of insecurity beneath, and
we wept. We need not have done. Pound-a-week
jobs for unskilled girls were easy to find then. "Within
a week I was in employment again, in a Bond Street
tailor's. My duties were to stick the labels on the
packages as the typist tapped them, to take out the
parcels, to buy the stamps and to keep the stamp-book.
Sufficient diligence at licking labels, it was understood,
would secure eventual promotion from the packing-
room to the office, and in preparation for this I started
going to a night-school. The packing-room girls were
no older than those in Regent Street, but they had" come
from a different kind of home. There was a perpetual
undercurrent of smutty talk, of tattered French
magazines passed from hand to hand and flipped over
beneath the work-tables. I didn't like the place, but
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